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PREFACE 


The influence of Vaisnava literature has been 
very great on Bangla. The sphere of Vaisnava 
literature is extremely vast. Vaispava poetry in 
particular is of a high standard, and Bangla poetry 
has been greatly benefitted by it. Vaispava writers 
not only helped to propagate religious doctrines, but 
also transformed language by beautifying it with 
many embellishments. The poets and writers who 
wrote before the Vaisnavas were mainly concerned 
with Purüpik tales. But Vaispava literature is the 
literature Of inspiration, and not a mere chronicle of 
such stories. Wearied with dry theories and arguments 
of the Nyaya and Vaisesika doctrines, people turned to 
a god whom they could love and worship. The advent 
of Caitanya and his followers brought new light into 
the defunct Puranik religion, and new hope in the 
lives of the people of Bengal. Caitanya’s teachings 
began to inspire them. In every village of Bengal 
people began to take part in kirtan, and everyone, 
rich or poor, sang 800:5 praises. ‘lhe whole of 
Bengal was filled with a new awakening. At the 
time of Purarik resurgence the position of Bangla 
was yet uasure, and authors who used it were doubtful 


` of how they would be received by the readers for 


whom they wrote. The Vaisnava writers, however, 
had no such misgivings about Bangala, because for 
them it was the language which Caitanya used and 


( vi ) 

in which Candidasa wrote his rapturous songs. 
Scholars began, to give commentaries on Bangla 
works in Sanskrit, and renowned writers like Narahari 
Chakravarti quoted from Bangla poets. Thus Bangla 
acquired the status which Pali had amongst Buddhist 
writers. Pandits like Krsvadasa Kaviraja did not, 
hesitate to write in Bangla on such profound subject 
as Vedanta 

Due to the Vaisnava faith, consciousness for 
education greatly increased. Not only Brahmins but 
people of other castes too, began to be taught 


Sanskrit. This trend is clearly indicated in the. 
writings of Mukundaráma and other poets. In the. 


schools and colleges established by the Vaisnavas- 
there was no consideration of caste or creed, and all 
classes got education without any discrimination 
whatsoever. 
In the sixteenth century, apart from the Vaisnavas, 
only people of low caste studied Bangla. Many 
books hand-written by Vaispavas have been found in 
the homes of the literate lower classes. But the 
more prosperous classes patronised only Sanskrit 
books. In the homes of educated Vaisnavas, however, 
both Bangala and Sanskrit books have been found 
together. For them books on Vaisnavism in Bangla 
were not in any way less prized or inferior to similar 
books in Sanskrit.: Sets 
Vaisnaya literature is the most remarkable and 


attractive part of Bangla and had a overwhelming. 
influence on it. It was when, due to the decline. of: 





( vii ) 
Buddhism, people were searching for new inspiration, 
that the renowned poets Candidása and Vidya pati 
were born, the former in Bihar and the latter in 
Bengal. In their poetry of devotion and love people 
re-discovered the faith that had been lost, and 
Vaisnavism conquered their hearts. 


Vaispavism is a religion of love and devotion. 
The Vaisnavas worship the supreme being under the 
name of Visnu and his chief incarnations Rama 
and Krsna. more particularly the latter. The love 
of Radha and Krsna is believed by them to be the 
thirst of aàtmà (soul) for Paramitmi (god), but this 


is expressed in a carnal manner, which is difficult to 


understand for one who is ignorant of the traditions 
of Vaisnavism. Vaispava literature is based on 
parktya-love (parki ya = a married woman who is in love 
with another person). This concept may be somewhat 
strange to one whois nota Hindu, but in India, 
and especially in Bengal, such love-filled songs and 
poems have spiritual significance. Vaisnavas see in 


such parktya-love the love of god. The Vaispava 


period in Bangla poetry can be divided into two 
parts, the first is the pre-Caitanya period, and in 
this the main poets are Candidasa and Vidyipati, 


and the second, the post-Caitanya period, in which 


the main poets are Vrndávanadása, Jüünadasa, and 


‘Balardmadasa, who have written books mostly 


about Caitanya's life. 


Pre-Caitanya—Candidisa and Vidyápati, the 
two giants of the pre-Caitanya period are amongst 


( viii ) 


the most renowned poets of Bengal and have achieved 
world-wide recognition. Candidasa is essentially a 
poet of love, and he wrote about the love of Radha 
and Krsna. The influence of love, its message, the 
meeting of lovers in secret, the places and ways of 
such meeting, the going of Krsna to Mathura and its 
effect on the cowherd maidens whose lover he is, and 
the union of the hearts of lovers, are the subjects of 
his poetry. Through the romance between Radha, 
and Krsna her lover, Candidása describes various 
poignant moments in love, as for example, the grief 
of separation, the bliss of meeting in secret on 
suitable occasions, and the pretext and devices 
invented by lovers for meeting each other. The 
language used by him is simple and free from 
embellishments. His narration is very realistic. The 
unspeakable emotion of Radha and Krsna when they 
first meet each other, and their secret amours, are 
described so vividly that they appear to be incidents 
in the love-life of every human being. Krsna comes 
to meet his beloved, Radha, dressed as a female doctor 
in order to caress her hands on the pretext of feeling 
her pulse, or as a magician in order to get a glimpse 
of her, as a barber’s wife to gossip with her for some 
time; or disguised as a Brakmin woman he whispers 
a word of love in Radha’s ears, pretending to bless 
her! In like manner Radha too meets her lover. 
Candidasa describes all aspects of love without being 


coarse or vulgar, and expresses the rofoundest 
thoughts of the human soul, : 








(xi ) 

Vidyápati, too, wrote on the same subject. He 
also takes as his lovers Radha and Krsna and 
describes their meeting, their lovemaking, the 
hesitation and fear of the young virgin in approaching 
her lover for the first time, the efforts of Radha’s 
bosom friends in uniting her with Krsna, and their 
advice to the lovers about the ways of making love. 
In this way Radha’s bosom companions give her 
instructions about lovemaking They push the 
trembling girl into the love chamber and say ‘O lovely 
woman, leave opposition. Do not harbour any kind 
of fear in your heart. Go to your lover, be not 
afraid. O foolish one you cannot get pleasure without 
pain. There is surely some pain the first time but 
even that is momentary, and after it pleasure is 
yours for life. Therefore O lovely woman, abandon 
your unwillingness. Close both your eyes for a 
moment and surrender yourself to your lover as one 
who is sick takes his draught of medicine. Go! 
Ogo! and make love. Radha’s girl friends 
Similarly give advice to her lover, Krsna : ‘Oh Krsna, 
do not break from the conventions of lovemaking. 
Do not make violent love to her, otherwise that 
tender woman will became exhausted and troubled. 


Take your pleasure only to the extent she can 
stand it Do not approach her when you find her 
angry. Do not forcibly catch hold of her arms once 
having left them. Do not try to have her again 
soon after you have once satisfied your desire, but 
give her some rest’. Describing the lovemaking of 


( x ) 
Radha and Krsna, Poet Vidyapati says in the words 
of a girl friend of Radha to another : ‘O my friend, 
how shall I describe their lovemaking, I know not 
whether it was real or merely a dream I saw, whether 
it is a thing I saw from near or afar, O friend, I can 
hardly describe the scene. It seemed as if Krsna 
lay like a cloud beneath the creeper of lightning that 
was Radha. She could be distinguished only by her 
necklace glittering like the waters of the river Ganga. 
It seemcd as if her dark tresses, dense and bright, 
had swallowed her beautiful moon-like face and the 
vermilion sun-like auspicious mark on her ‘forehead, 
and as if the flower-like stars of her tresses lay 
scattered in all directions. Due to the motions 
of lovemaking her sky-blue garment was displaced, 
and her heavy breasts were laid bare, and her body 
began to move as one. The breeze of her deep breath 
began to blow, and the melodious sound of her 
ornaments was like a swarm of bees. The bodies 
of the lovers were drenched in the sea of love, but 
still there was no end to their love making. He 
also describes the beauty of Radha in the different 
stages of girlhood, adolescence, and youth, and her 
body's splendour while bathing In brief, all the 
different aspects of love and beauty are narrated 
by him with great charm. Although he has :arely 
Candidasa’s depth of vision, in the art of narration, 
use of similes and metaphors, choice of words, and 
fights of fancy, he is unequalled. His poetry is 


lewd and full of passion and he describes lovemaking 
without mincing matters : 





( xn.) 


«Krspa began to shower Kisses on each part of 
her body in orderto rouse her, and soon she began 
to quiver with passion;* Then the amorous .Kryoa 
lay upon that girl, and adopting a fit posture began 
to enjoy her. He entered into her and took. her 
virginity and in a short time so fully satisfied her 
that even in the first intercourse he , gave her 
enjoyment, and she shed in a moment her fear of 


lovemaking !” 


Post-Caitanya—The poets of this period “wrote 
mostly about Caitanya's life, but in the excess of 
their devotion they considered him to be an 
incarnation of god and likened him to Krsna. Apart 
from the poets already mentioned viz. Vrn daivanadisa 
Jüanadisa, and Balardmdasa, there were minor ones 
who imitated Vidyapati and Cancidasa, but. none 
is of any importance. 


Vaisnava literature deals with love and beauty 
exhaustively and in an unforgettabl: and captivating 
manner. There is no aspect of love which escapes 
its purview. In Bhakti Ratndkara three hundred and 
sixty characteristics of love have been described! Hindu 
poets had extolled the virtue and chastity of women, 
but Vaışqava poets depict Radha breaking the bonds 
of chastity, and what is more applaud her doing so I* 





"kVidyspad, Mesiing-11 (sec text) 
Radhx was a married woman, wife of the cowherd Ayana, 
and yet she was Krsna's mistress, 


( xii ) 

This selection of: Bangla love poets will it is 
hoped meet the need of the scholar while appealing 
also to the general reader. Although there have been 
translations of individual Bangla poets, an anthology 
of Bangla love poems can be called a new venture. 
The translations have ‘been made in modern English 
verse which will perhaps appeal both to Indian 
and foreign readers alike. ` If this creates an interest 
in Bangla love poetry which is unique in it richness 
and delicacy of expression. the author will feel 
rewarded. Thanks are due to the publishers who have 
brought out the book in an attractive form and at 
a very reasonable price. 


Varanasi K. P. Bahadur 
1978. | ١ 
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Kavikankana Mukundarama 
Heartless Cuckoo 


O cuckoo, 
your voice is sweet, 
but poison 


to separated lovers. 


All the year round 

you live in ease 

in the mango grove, 
Kama’s general-in-chief, 
yet there’s none to speak 


well of you. 


Black inside and out, 
you are slaying me : cease ! 
I adjurc you by Basant and Madan. 


Your arrow-sharp voice 
makes me restless. 
Selfish, ungrateful, 


(1) 


you do not recognise 


even your parents. : 


O dark cuckoo, 

black as a serpent, 
why don't you go 
where my. husband is ? 
why call needlessly here ? 


Why do you sit 
on the twig of the mango tree 

to give me sorrow 

day and night 

like a female magician 
who, taking a cuckoo’s shape, . 


has come to mock me? 


You eat fruits 

and vomit poison; 
vex me not, 
go, go away 


to another wood. 
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Ghanasyamadasa 


Radha's Arrogance 


What Radha Said : 
I know only you, lover, 
tormented by passion 
my mind dwells not 
on another : 
your love is 
matchless. 
Krsna’s Reply : 
Lovely woman, 
when parted from you 
my own body weighs me down, 
though I can lift mountains. 


How shall I tell you my state ? 
my tongue falters, 

I can only convey it 

by falling upon your feet. | 


(ae) 


Crazy woman, 
even then your arrogance 


goes not: 
your cruel heart 


fills me with dismay. 





Ghanasyamadasa 


Love’s Impediment 


The blinding darkness 
was black as collyrium; 
Radha waited alone 
in the forest for 
Krsna. 


When the cuckoo’s voice 

cut short her thoughts 
she would gaze and gaze 
on the forest path hopefully. 


Ghanasyamadasa says, 

O haughty woman, 

why did you show arrogance 
to one from whom 
parted even a moment 
you could not live? 


(5) 


Sr. 


to him whose bed 
is softer than siris flowers? 


Deprived of you 
he is as sorrowful 
as fish without water. 


I never imaged 
that love would be 


so difficult. 


( 6 ) 


Ghanasyamadasa 


Audacious Krsna 


What Radha Said to Her Bosom Companion 


On the lonely road 
to the Yamuna river 
Krsna blocked my way; 
glancing furtively, 





and smiling, 
in a low voice he asked me 
to make love, 
but I denied him. 


Entreating me much 
he made me promise: 
I was helpless and alone— 
in the moment of distress 
I consented 
with a wink of my eyes. 


( 253) 





Now, as agreed, 

he has come to my home : 
tell me, dear friend, 

what should 1 do? 


Says Ghanasyamadasa 
a promise once made 


should be kept. 
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Ghanasyamadasa 


Separation 


The bed of flowers 
seems like a bed of arrows, 
the humming of bees 

the thunder of clouds, 

the lotus stem has become 
a strong arm forme 


and Malaya's sandalpaste, poison. 


O god, nothing is favourable : 
Krsna's love has done me no good. 


What should I do ? 

whom shall I tell ? 

whom shall I denounce 

for my sorry plight ? 
how shall I live on 
thus ill-fated ? 


( 9 ) 
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There Krsna is dallying 
with a beautiful girl. 
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Ghanasyamadasa 
The Restless Girl 


What Radha Said 
This fearful parting’s fire 
is made worse by spring 
O Hari, how often did I tell you 
it is your presence alone 


which keeps me alive. 


Even then you left me weeping, 
there's no peace for me now 


in my home or outside it. 


. Nothing can cure my loneliness, 
the moon's light is like fire, 
its beams dazzle me: 
the cuckoo’s musical voice 
is like a thunderbolt. 


( 11 ) 


Your memory, lover, 
agitates me: 

when I say ‘poison’ 
it recalls sandal. 


Says Ghanasyamadisa, 
in such a condition 
what should I do? 





Ghanasyamadasa 


The Twelve Months of Separation 


Sinful Agahan has come 
burning as parting's fire; 
god snatched away my pleasure 
how will I bear this blow ? 
‘Tis as though someone had shot 





a poison-tipped arrow 
to pierce my heart, | 
and in the wound 

my lover were enshrined 


X KK oo 


Now Pausa has come, 

my husband is abroad. 
Fortunate is the lovely woman 
who is always clasped 

to her husband’s bosom, 


( 13 ) 


lying continually beside him in bed 
gratifying her gaze and speech. 
Who can be more wretched 
than me 
who has to spend the Pausa nights 
shivering ? 
* RK k KR 


After many days and nights 
Magha has come. 

My wretched soul 

leaves not my body : 

it is for ever entangled 

in my husband’s love. 


My thoughts are always with him, 
my eyes are dead tired of waiting, 
and rain tears eternally. 


*O k k k 


Soon Phálguna is here 
but my hopelessness 
goes not away: 

this afflicted mind 


(14 ) 





despairs not, and ever keeps recounting 
his good qualities : 


day and night it sings 
his praises, 
and awaits his coming : 


it gazes amazedly, 
but finding him not, 
is in the end completely 
deprived of hope. 
6د‎ KX K o 
See, the winter nights have gone, 
yet my dear husband comes not. 
The Caitra month came 
clothed in splendour 
bringing the cruel love-god and Spring. 


The intoxicated black bees 
are humming, 

Kuhu, kuhu, the cuckoo calls, 
my heart breaks 


when I hear his voice. 
* k kkk 
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In the Baisakha month 

branches bend with the burden of flowers, 
the soft breeze sways the madhavs 

Spilling it nectar, 

so that drunk with it 


black bees start humming : 


the god of love pierces 


my heart with an arrow 
*ockok * 


In Jyestha 

the miserable soul 

is restless 

as a deer trapped 
in a burning forest: 


and the heart 
is like a river 
which has dried, 


leaving the burning soil 


* k k k 
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In Asadha the heart's affliction 
is doubled, 

to add to the grief given by god 
the moon too rains fire : 

the moonbeams burn my body, 
the sandal of Mount Malaya 
yields poison: 


the delicate lotus 

and the soft leaves 

are like fire to my body 
and torment it. 


k * k k 


In Savana there's no hope of life: 
the clouds thunder loudly, 

their sound 

shatters the heart. 


The drunken voice of toads 

Oppresses me; 

I can't find peace. 

Every moment the lightning 
: flashes 


ES 


( 17 ) 





as though Kámadeva 


was showering arrows. 


X XXX 


In Bhàádoih downpour 

nothing can be seen allround. 

I yearn for Krsna's embrace, 

but fear of my husband restrains me : 
thus night and day 


1 am torn between dread and desire. 


At such an opportune time 
Krsna is away, 


how shall I bear this sorrow ? 


EK k k * 


In Kuara light spreads 
in all the ten quarters, 


but my mind remains perplexed— 
will Krsna not come even now ? 


He will come again. 


1 will see him eat butter 


( 18 ) 





and sugar-candy, 


and hear his soft words. 


k k * X 


Kartika is here again, 

the kunda flowers have blossomed, 
the familiar nights are coming, 
now we will dally again 


in the same spots as of old; 


but Krsna is not there, 
and without him all 
pleasure is insipid. 


kk k k k 
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Ghanasyamadasa 


The Rain 


The dahuk calls again and again, 
rain falls in a gentle drizzle: 
lightning flashes, 

drunk toads cry, kit kit, 

peacocks dance joyfully. 


Clouds amass in the sky 
and thunder; 

as if the love’s god himself 
taking the shape of clouds 


was challenging parted women to fight. 


This is why the lightning 

which flashes fiercely, 

seems like the sharp blade of a sword. 
The lotuses seen 

these days in ponds 


( 20 ) 





are pointed stakes 
to pierce the souls 


of parted women. 


Thus says Ghanasyamadasa, 
saluting the holy feet of 
Krsna 


kok ok ox 
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Maladhara Basu 


| The Sorrow of a Cowherd Girl On 
Krsna's Going to Mathura (1) 


What the Cowherd Girl Said : 


‘Gay Vrndavana is lonely today, 
who will graze cows 

with the cowherd boys now ? 
the Braj folk are bereft 

of happiness. 


‘© bo.om friend, now I'll no more 

go to Krsna's home, 

I wil not clasp him close to 
my bosom, 


or see his moonlike face 
or kiss it. 


*Why should Igo now under the 
kadamba tree ? 
now I will string no garlands with 
him 
nor rest my forehead on his hands: 


(22) | 





he will not adorn it with a flower - 
band 
or offer me betels’. 


The cowherd girl 

wept piteously for Krsna : 

*He has gone dear friend, I will 
surely die, 

but all in vain; 

had I given my life 

while he was here 


it might have moved him”. 


( 25 ) 


Maladhara Basu 


The Sorrow of a Cowherd Girl On 
Krsna’s Going to Mathura (2) 


I can give up greed for a little wealth, 
but how can I bear 
to part with Krsna ? 

with whom shall I dally 

upon the Yamuna bank now ? 


Friend, who will assuage 

the grief of my parting ? 
how shall I live 
without seeing him ? 


Kysna mounted his chariot 


and went away looking back not even once. 


( 24 ) 





He has gone to Mathurá 
and now he will not return. 
Lovely women live there, 
and when he sports with them 
he'll forget 
the forest dwellers 
he left behind. 


( 25 ) 


Candidasa 


Despair In Love 


What Radha Said to Her Companion 


Friend, who says love is good ? 
when 1 began to love 
I was full of laughter, 


but now the days pass weeping. 


The high born girl 
whose lover is of a low caste 
has to smoulder 
as though sitting 
in a burning hay-stack. 


Even though grieved by love 

my eyes are brimming 

with love's tears. 
Says Candidasa, 
her condition is so bad 
that she despairs of living. 


( 26 ) 





Candidasa 


The Ardent Lover 


What Radha Said : 
He says thrice ‘I am going, I am going’ 
showers kisses, 
and embraces me often: 
keeping his hand on mine 
he swears love, 
and flatters me 
so that he may see me again. 


He goes a pace or two, 

and then turns back 

and gazes with great ardour 

on my face, 

till love for me awakens in his heart : 
the fear of caste is gone, 


says Candidasa 


(19755) 


Candidasa 


The Magic of Krsba 


What Radha Said : 
O bosom friend, who told me 
Syama’s name ? 
passing through the ears 
it entered my heart 
and made my soul restless. 


How sweet Syama’s name is, 

it has adhered so fast to my body 
that 1 cannot now 

separate it. 


Thinking of it 
I cannot contain myself 
O friend, 


how shall I win him over ? 


( 28 ) 





When by his very name 
this state has come about 
I know not what will happen 
when he touches me 
after seeing him 
how can 1 maintain 
to my maidenhood ? 
Says Candidása 
he wants to spoil the caste 
of a chaste woman 
and begs as alms 
her youth. 





( 29 ) 


Vidyapats 


Amorous Krsna 


Seeing Radha come, 

Krsna blocked her way, 

and began to be lewd to her. 
Pleading, she said : 


You are of my village 
Krsna, treat me not so, 
O ! leave my end-cloth, 
my new saree will tear, 

1 will be defamed, 

O ! do not unclothe me. 


My bosom friends have gone 
ahead, 
‘tis a dark and dreadful night, 


clouds have gathered, 
and all round lightning flashes. 


) 30 ) 





Vidyapats 


Advice to Radha by Her Bosom 
Companion (1) 


Dear friend, deck your tresses, 
put binds on your forehead, 
and collyrium 


in your Vivacious eyes. 


When you approach your lover 
cover your limbs 
go not naked to him 
like a lustful woman. 
Keep yourself far, 


let him himself move 





to possess you. 


Talk bashfully 
and look away from him often, 


but awaken his passion 


( 91) 


by glancing at him sideways 
from the corner of your eyes. 
Keep your breasts half bare, 
and tighten the knot: 
of your waist-band each moment, 
also show arrogance : 
but do not exhaust 
the artifices of lovemaking 
so that he may come back 
to you again and again. 
What more shall I tell you, friend 
about dalliance ? 
let the artful god of love himself 
be your teacher, 
and initiate you 
into the secrets of love. 


(82) 





Vidyapatt 


Advice to Radha by Her Bosom 
Companion (2) 


Woo him first 
by contracting your eyebrows, 
and he will sacrifice 
a million souls 
to cure the wound 


your gaze inflicts. 


Or greet him 

with an alluring smile; 
indeed 

it is the first bargain 
which decides 

the total sales. 

Open the shop of love’s god, 

hide nothing from the amorous buyer 
give him 


whatever he desires : 
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yet holding back 
some of love's pleasure: 
do not gratify him at once, 
remember 
a hidden jewel is valuable, 
and a needy purchaser 
will pay a higher price: 
so if you keep him partly satisfied, 
he will treasure 
- love’s consummation more. 


( 34 ( 





Vidyapats 


Advice to Radha by Her Bosom 
Companion. (3) 


Leave this opposition, 
go to your lover 
fearlessly. 


Abandon your folly 
foolish girl, 
you can’t get pleasure 


without pain. 


The pain is for a moment, 
the pleasure 
is yours, for 
life 


So 
Close your eyes for a moment, 
and surrender yourself 
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to him 


as a sick man takes his medicine: 


g0, 
make love. 
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Vidya pati 


A Bosom Companion’s Advice | 


to Kysna (1) 


Krsna, 
I have handed over young Radha to you; ; 
her body is tender as a new lotus flower, 
and you are | 
like a. thirsty 
black bee. 


Be restrained : 
blinded with lust 
do not ignore 
my admonition. 


Cajole her well 
before touching her young breasts, 
do not despoil them 
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as an elephant. 
crushing 
a lotus. 


Pretending to count the pearls of her necklace 
touch her breasts slyly : 
she knows not love’s ways yet, 
and can be displeased and agreeable 


all in a moment. 


Her body is tender as a stris flower 
and can bear the bruise 
of Kama’s arrows 
only a little. 
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Vidyapati 


A Bosom Companion’s Advice to 
Krsna (2) 


It's the first time 
Krsna, 
and your desire is awakening : 
be gentle with her : 
even if she's agitated by passion 
force not yourself 
obstinately : 
one does not eat with both hands 


even when his hunger is great. 


Krsna, 
you are clever, 


who does not know 
that the mahout 
can by his dexterity 


soften even a new elephant ? : 
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It was only after recounting 
your merits, 
persuading her, 
and telling her from before 
of these things, 
that I could 
bring her. 


Be considerate in your loyemaking, 
do not be violent, 
or tire and perplex her; 
take your pleasure 
only till she can stand it: 
do not approach her 
when she is angry: 
do not forcibly 


embrace her. 


Rahu does not swallow the moon 
the moment he has disgorged it, 


so harass her not again 
after having your desire once. 
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Vidyagati 


` A Bosom Companion’s Advice to 
Krsna (3) 


Krsna, 
today 1:11 put your amorousness 
to the test. 
With great trickery and endeavour 
I have brought you Radha, 
a Jewel 
among 


jewels. 


Though she’s tender as a siris flower 
even then embrace her 
passionately, 
make love 
fearlessly; 
a tender shoot 
never breaks 
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with the black bee’s 
burden. 


Make her sit close to: you, 
talk about love, 
take her in your lap 
and inflict nail-marks 
upon her breasts : 
relent not 
even if she cries 
piteously 
‘no ! no P 
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Vidyapati 
Meeting (1) ' 


“Come to your lover’s home 
lovely Radha’, 

her bosom friends say, 
pulling her inside. 


She wavers, 


afraid to enter, 





and trembles 
as the moon 


from Ráhu's fear 


Her clothes and ornaments 
are in disorder, 

her tears 

have washed away 

the collyrium 

from her eyes, 
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she has effaced | 
her vermilion mark — 
so upset is she 


imagining 


the first time's pain. 
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Vidyapati 
Meeting—(2) 


‘Dear friends 

spare me’ 

Rādhā beseeched them, 

‘I am inexperienced, 
and my lover is 
impatient 
to make love”. 


Her friends left her inside, 


and went out one by one. 





Krsna put the latch 
on the door : | 
instantly his passion 


awoke; 





he began to undress her, 
she tried to stop him, 
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and in the struggle 


it seemed she would break down. 


she was Murmuring 


‘no no’, and weeping. 


Even then 

he pushed her about 

as a black bee despoiling 

a lotus. ! 

Her body was trembling 
as a drop of water 
on a lotus leaf. 
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Vidyapati 
Meeting—(3) 


Radha’s bosom friend 

took her to her lover’s home 

after much persuasion, 

and gently 

pushed her 

on the bed: 
but she turned her face away 
and refused him, 


The voluptuary 

Krsna 

is burning with passion, 
but all his allurements 


are futile. 
Tender Radha 


conceals her body 
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in her clothes 
as Clouds . 


` hiding the moon. 


She hides her golden breasts, 

which are like unripe fruits, 

under her arms, 

as though they were | 

her very soul : 
she comes not near her lover 
but tightly presses her breasts 


in her own lap. 


She stops his hands with hers, 

and joining her palms 

prays to him 

to spare her: 
she was a virgin so long, 
but now 
the god of love 


wishes to instruct her. 
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` Vidyapati — 
Meeting (4) 


Reassuring her 

Radha’s friends 

brought her to her lover; 

he caught her 

rapturously, 
but she turned pale 
as a lotus flower 
touched by 
moonbeams, 
all the time denying him 
with tearful eyes. 


When frightened and dishevelled 
she fell asleep, 
her lover began to embrace her 
without opening 
` her waist-knot. 
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But as soon as his hands 
touched her breasts, 
she awoke 

and covered herself 
with her end-cloth. 


Trembling all over with fear 
she did not remain — | | 


still eyen a moment. 





Vidyapats 
Meeting (5) 


When her lover asks for a kiss 

she looks down, 

she cannot bear 

even the pain 

his hands cause 

when they encircle her breasts : 
she grasps her undone waist-band knot 
with her hands, 
but with what can she protect 


them ? 


She is a tender woman 
he a cunning lover, 
how can her lovemaking be 


consummated ? 
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At last he took her small plum-like breasts 
in his hands, 
and crushed them till they were red : 
he wished to mark them with his nails . 
but she slanted her eyebrows 
and looked enraged. 


He kept gazing on her . 
with covetous eyes : 
how many times 
should she conceal 
her lovely face in her garment ? 


( 52 ( 





Vidyapati 
Meeting (6) 


When Krsna tried 
to remove Radha’s brassiere 
she made her body taut 
to prevent him, 
but all in vain : 





at last it was off. 


Words cannot describe that moment, 
shyness overcame her, 
she tried to extinguish 
the oil-lamp 
beside her bed, 
but could not reach it; 
for her lover 
held her in an 
embrace so tight 
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that the beads of her necklace 
made marks upon her breasts. 


In this sweet night of love 
the lovers knew not 
when it was morning. 


( 54 ) 


Vidyapati 
After Lovemaknig (1) 


After making love 

the skilful amorist, 
Krsna,  ' 

fell asleep 

with his hands on Radha's breasts : 

as if a devotee 

had covered 

a gold Siva linga 

with lotuses. 


Friend, Krsna’s lovemaking 

is unique : 

having had his girl 
once 

he’s still drunk as a black bee 
with passion. 
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He starts arousing 
that girl, tender 
as a malats flower, 


again. 


Both lie 

facing each other, 

it seems the lotus 

has met the moon; 
their drowsy eyes 
are like black bees, 
or as cakor birds 
drunk with nectar. 
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Vidya pati | 
After Lovemaking (2) 


What Radha Said on Waking 

Krsna, my Krsna, 

the time for lovemaking is past, 
release me 


from your embrace. 


The stars fade, 

the cuckoo speeds 

to welcome the dawn, 
and sings 
full-throatedly. 


Having cried and cried 


the cakravakas and peacocks 
are quiet 


again : 


the moon has lost 
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its lustre, 

as though tired 
of making love 
with the night. 


The village cows go to graze, 
the water lilies close up, 
imprisoning 
their nectar 
inside. 


Even the betel-leaf 
within the mouth 
- has lost its 
savour. 





Govindadasa 
Tryst (1) 


Dark clouds swarm the sky, 
in the blinding night 

one cannot see 

even the outline 

of his own body. - 


As the full moon 
raises tides 

even so Syama’s image 
in my mind 

heightens my desire. 


Beloved, waver not, 
go to your lover 
wearing only 

a blue saree, 
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What is the need of 
burdening yourself 
with a brassiere ? 


Cast off your pearl 
necklace too 
which is like 


your co-wife. 


Hide yourself 

from the prying eyes 

of the elders of the village, 

who even at this hour are awake. 


It is so dark 


that nothing is visible all around. 
but fear not, 


Govindadasa 
will show you the way. 
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Govindadasa . 
Tryst (2) 


The woman with an elephant’s gait - 

set out to meet Krsna 

at a lonely spot : | 
the arduousness of the way 
did not worry her. 





Her feet slipped on the slushy ground, 
she fell down often : 
flashes of lightning 
lit up her body : 
a stream of rain 
‘fell all around, her. 


After facing many hardships | 
she reached Krsna : 
Govindadasa says, 
hope found 
fulfilment. 
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Govindadasa 
Tryst (3) 


O Krsna, 

I set out from home 

trembling with fear : 
the path was hid 
in the darkness 
of the night: 


It was raining steadily. 


Mud covered 

my lotus-like feet, 

and thorns pricked them : 
but filled with the hope 
of seeing you 

I cared not for them. 


Now our union 


has ended my sorrow, 
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the sound of your flute 

delights me 

says Govindadasa, 

she spurned 

the joys of family life, 

and considered 

the troubles of the way 
insignificant. 
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Govindadüsa 


Estrangement 


The wind blows 

in gusts, 

the rain falls 

in a drizzle, 

lightning flashes : 
Radha is afflicted 
with desire. 


She is filled with anguish 
O Krsna : 
when the lightning crackles 
she covers her ears, 
she cannot stand 
the cries of the crickets 
in the night 
and the drunken 


croaking of frogs. 
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That lovely woman 
moves along 
twisting 

her sinuous body. 
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Janadasa | 


Anxious Waiting 


Dark night, 

murky clouds, 

thunder 

in the bower : 

the young nāyika 

prepares her bed of pleasure, 
longing to meet her 


clever amorous lover. 


Clothed and ornamented, 

betel in mouth, 

her limbs scented 

with cosmetic 

of camphor musk, and sandal : 
around her neck 


a garland, of flowers. 
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She anxiously waits, 

burning with desire : 
wondering, why her lover 
does not come. 
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Jñanadasa 
‘Thwarted Love 


What Radha Said to Her Girl Friend 


Friend, the night is dark, 
clouds thunder, 
how shall I مع‎ 2 


Making my bed 
I waited anxiously for him : 
tell me now what should I do ? 


I came after braving 
adversities, | 


my heart filled with 
fresh love : 
this beautiful night 
js wasted 
without my lover. 
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My desire is unfulfilled, IT 
my mind sad : 

the rumbles of the clouds, 

and the lightning streaks, Ec 
grieve and burn me. NM Ur 
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Jranadasa 


Erotic Dream 


1 dreamt that my lover came 
on my bed 
and caressed 
my nose-ring 
smiling 
bewitchingly. 


It was Savana’s night, 
clouds thundered, 


the rain fell 
in a soft drizzle. 


I lay enraptured 

on the bed, 

my saree slipping off 
leaving my limbs bare. 


I slept an unmindful, 
of my nakedness, 
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crickets cried with joy, 

dahuks croaked drunkenly ; 
my lover stole my heart, 
his voice lulled me. 


My lovely moonfaced lover 
made me restless, 

he touched me 

. as though by accident 

and awoke passion in my heart 





He is adept in love's devices, 
he talks and laughs 
and steals my soul 


I kissed him—and now 
I have lost control 
over myself : 


bashfulness, fear and arrogance 
all have fled. 
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Jñranadasa | 


Constant Love | 


Friend, how unique 
is the love 
of a dear one. 


She gazes on her lover 
night and day 

as a pauper 

upon newly found gold. 


She does not rub even sandal 
on her breasts 
lest it may be a hindrance 
to her lovemaking : 
she keeps following him 
as a shadow, 
and glances at him often 


even in an instant, 
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wiping her body’s sweat 
| with her end-cloth. 


She can't bear 

her lover's absence 

even for a moment 

she is always thinking of him 


waking, or asleep. : 
س مع‎ - pS = : x | 
Jüà&nadása says, —— 0 
has one ever seen Xy a 
such constant love QI 


elsewhere ? LR 2 
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Citaranjanadasa 


Profouud Love 


Beloved, I saw you 
with the eyes of the heart, 
that’s why my love 


is so profound. 


I cared not whether 
you were 
dark or fair 
good or bad, 
I loved you 
as one loves 
a flower, found 
in the barren forest, 
that’s why my love 


is so profound. 
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My love for you 
1s like the simple truth 
which wins the heart 
in a moment, 
that’s why 
it is so profound. 


I have seen you only 

with the heart's eye, 
that's way 
my love is 
so profound. 
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Krsnadhan De 
A Village Girl’s Letter to Her Husband 


What She Wrote to Her Husband who Had Cone 
Away 
| There's a yellow bird (what's its name ?) 

in the bamboo grove : 

on the way to the river, 

who seems to say something 

specially to me: 

it keeps calling 

ceaselessly. 


The cuckso has surely gone mad, 
she sings day and night 

in the same tune : 

the sparrow-hawk who's parted 
from his mate 

cries, 


and another brid joins him 3 
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only you did not come 

in this Phagun month today, 

and my heart feels 
strangely. 


On the riverside 
the perfume of wild basil 
overpowers me : 
my eyes fill with tears. 
I remember you every evening 
when I come to draw water : 
I can't even doze in the day. 
The bamboo leaves shake in the brilliant sun, 
it seems the Wind 
wants to sit with me DY the ladder 
and rest: 
¿Only you did not come 
in this Phagun month today, 
and my neari feels strangely. 


Can you see this many-coloured sky 
as I see it ? 
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Are you lying 
in a lone room in some foreign land 
awake, as I am ? 
Does the sleepless wind wander there 
filled with the perfume 
of golden campa flowers ? 
Do the fairies of the night 
go about on the moonlit path 
waking people with the sound 
of their anklets ? 
Only you did not come 
in the Phagun month today, 
and my heart feels strangely. 


At midnight 

the wind rocks the new boat, 

I am startled and gaze anxiously 
towards the field, 

thinking 

perhaps you have ani 


returned 3 
the bakula flowers 
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in the garland which you gave me 

have dried, i 

but still I press them to my bosom 

each night : 

the footsteps of travellers 

awake hope in my heart : 
only you did not come 
in the Phagun month today, 
and my heart feels strangely. 
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Rayesekhara 


Amorousness 


He combs my hair, 

and puts vermilion 

in its parting, 

he makes me change 
my clothes 
frequently. 


He holds my feet 
and slips 
anklets on them : 
how shall I relate 
my lover’s merits ? 
He does not leave me 
for a moment 
in the night, 
clinging to me 
as a pauper to his wealth. 
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He wipes 
my perspiration 
with the edge 
of his garment, - 
and fans me 
with à piece of cloth : 
he holds my chin 
and staresat me intently. 


٠ Pleasure's cloud 

is always hovering 

over Vrndavana : 

Sekhara says 

my beloved behaves with me 

as a miser 

with his wealth s 
he does not leave . 
even for a moment. 
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Rayesekhara 


Obstinate Lover 


My lover is satisfied 
only when he can see me, 


and hear me speaking. 


If I bathe 

ou the ghata which is in the front 
he bathes on the one behind. 

He keeps stretching his arms 

to touch the water 





which drains from my limbs. 


He gives his garments 
to my dhobs 

| so that our clothes 
may mingle 
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He chants joyfully 
even half of my name, 


and keeps moving around me, 
so that his shadow may chance 
to strike against mine. 


He turns his face 
towards the breeze 
which comes from me, 
to mitigate 

his heart’s unrest. 


Rayesekhara 
makes his guess, 
and understand's 
what ails the lover. 
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Svarnakumart Devi 
The Kiss 


He kissed me 

on a moonlit night, 
in a fearful 

lonely 

wood, 


His face 

shone 

in the moon’s light, 
his black eyes 
were fixed on 
mine ; 

his ringlets lay 

| curved 

| on his forehead : 

" the clusters 
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of bakula flowers 
in his end-cloth 
gently 

shook. 


The half-made garland, 
unimpeded by the hand, 
dangled near his feet : 

I picked it up 

and cast it 

round his hands : 

the ananta cord 

of his arm opened. 


At this auspicious moment 
all restraints 

were shattered, 

the imperfect + 
perfected s 

his lips met mine, 
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ABOUT THE POETS 


KAVIKANKANA MUKUNDARAMA 
( 16th-17th Century ) was one of the 
renowned poets of Bengal. His poetry 
depicts vividly the village life of Bengal 
in the sixteenth century. Professor Cowell 
has called him the Crabbe of Bengal. 


Mukundarama lived in village Damanya 
of Bardawan district. Mahmid Sharif, the 
governor of that pargana, was a cruel Mus- 
lim. The people of the village were greatly 
oppressed by his tyranny. In these circum- 
stances Mukundarama left his native village 
` and wert to Bhaténa. Here he was helped | 
` by Rip Raye and Yadunandi who gave him 
shelter for some time. Writing i in Atmacart ta 
. he says: 

“We did not get oil for applying after 
our bath. We satisfied our hunger by drin- 
king water. The children were. restless 
without food. With flowers we worshipped 
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the goddess Candi by the tank, and tired 
and hungry, slept on the bare ground. In 
my dream Candi Dévi revealed herself.” 

He goes on to say, the goddess disclosed 
to him, the art of poetry and inspired him 
to write. 


Thereafter Mukundarama went to Med- 
inipur. The talugdar of that place, Raja 
Bamkura Rai, became a great admirer of 
his poems and employed him as a tutor 
for his sons. Mukundaráma was greatly 
respected in the court and continued to 
receive the Raja’s favour and patronage. 
When conditions improved in his village he 
returned to it, and spent the remaining 
period of his life in the worship of Candi 
Devi. | 

The main work of Mukundarama is 
Candt-Mangalo, a poetical work in three 
parts, which he finished in 1589, when 
Man Singh was the governor of Bengal. 


GHANASYAMADASA (16th-17th Cen- 
tury). The real name of Ghanasyamadas 
was Narhari Chakravarti, Ghanasyamadasa 
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was his pen-name. He was born towards 
the end of the sixteenth century and 
remained alive till almost the end of the 
seyenteenth century. 


He was a pupil of the renowned Vishya- 
nath Chakravarti. In the Vaisnava school 
his commentary on Bhagavad Gita is consi- 
dered to be authoritative. 

Even though being a Brahmin, Ghan- 
asyamadasa was the unflinching devotee of 
a Sudra, and wrote his biography with 
great reverence. 

The main works of Ghanashyamadasa 
were. 

( 1 ( Narottam-Vilasa—This is a det- 
ailed biography of Sri Narottamadasa who 
abandoned the world and became a hermit 
when he was only sixteen years of age. 

(ii) Bhakti-Ratnakara—This is a volum- 
inous work in fifteen parts containing acco- 
unts of famous Vaisnava writers, poets, 
etc. In this about forty Sanskrit works are 
mentioned. | 

Apart from ‘these main works Ghana; 
$yamadasa wrote many miscellaneous poems. 
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MALADHAR BASU (15th Century) was 
born in village Kulin of Puri district, in a 
renowned family of Basus. All the pilgrims 
of Puri had to obtain a pass from the Basus 
before they -could enter the temple there. 
Maladhar Basu lived in the durbar of Huss- 
ein Shah, and it. was at the Emperor's 
command that he began to translate the 
Bhagdvad into Bangala in 1477. He did two 
parts in seven years. Pleased with his lite- 
rary qualities the Emperor yave him the 
title “Gunaraj Khan" ( guna—talent ). 
Maladhar Basu was the first to translate 
the Bhaguad into Bangala. Basu’s main work 
is Sri Krsna-Vijaya. His style is very good, 
and his poetry is full of melody and charm. 
He translated the Bhagavad in a free 
manner. The strength of his verse is most 
apparent in his love poetry of Radha. 


CANDIDASA ( 14th-15th Century ) a 
renowned poet of Bengal, was born in vill- 
age Chhatna in district Virbhumi. He was 
Vidyapati's contemporary. In his childhood, 
however, he went to settle in village Nann- 
ura. There he was the priest of the temple 
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of Bashuli Devi. The ruins of the house in 
which the poet lived are still there, and in 
place of the temple then existing a new 
one has been built. 


Candidása was mad after love. In eastern 
Bengal an uncommon person is still called 
“mad Candi". He fell in love with a was- 
herwoman called Rami, and not caring 
for people's slander, he kept on loving her 
till the end. The story of his love is fasci- 
nating. 

One day he went to buy fish from the 
market. The woman who was selling it 
gave him less than what she gave another 
for the same money. Surprised, the poet 
asked her the reason for this. The woman 
said, “That is another matter, we love each 
other!" Candidasa was speechless, and 
came back home thinking about what the 
woman had said. By chance he met Rami 
the very next day and fell madly in love 
with her. Neglecting the business of the 
temple, he was lost in singing her praises. 
The orthodox Brahmin society of that time 
could not brook such behaviour, and ostr- 
acised him. His brother, Nakul, came to 
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his rescue, and tried to’ have him taken 
back, and in order to bring this about 
Candidasa ,had to vow. to abandon. Rami’s 
love. When she came to know this she was 
greatly agitated, and abandoning fear of 
censure, came and stood before him. Seeing 
his beloved, Candidasa forgot all his vows. 

Candidasa was a Brahmin and Rami 
was a washerwoman. Their romance. proved 
that in love there is no consideration of caste 
and status. Their love was selfless and pure. 

Candidasa’s death was sad and sudden. 
He was singing a love-song while sitting 
on the roof of a friend’s house in village 
Kiranahar, where. the roof fell down and 
crushed him to death, . 


The main subject of Candidasa's poetry 
is the love of Radha and. Krsna: His 


poems are spontaneous and do not haye 
even an iota. of Olaya 


VIDYAPATI (14th-15th Century), was 
born towards the end of the fourteenth 
century, and died at the end of the fiftee- 
nth. His ancestors were very learned and 
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greatly honoured in the durbar of the King 
of Mithila. Vidyapati’s grandfather, Jaya- 
. dutt, was a great scholar of Sanskrit and 
because of his righteousness and religious 
nature he was known as “Yogesvara”. 
Vidyapati’s father was Ganapati Thakur. 
He was a Maithili Brahmin. Shiva Singh 
was his patron and gave him Biski village 
in charity. 

Vidyápati had met the poet Candidása 
and had great admiration for him. Most 
of the songs of Vidyápati were written in 
honour .of Raja Shiva Singh his patron. 
‘Apart from 800 Maithili songs, he. wrote 
eight books. in Sanskrit which are: 
Purusa-pariksa, Saiva-sarvasvasara, Dana- 
vakyavals, Vivad-sara, Gayapattan, Ganga- 
viksyavalt, . Durga-bhakti-iarahgini - and 
Kirtilata. if | 

Inthe Maithili durbar Vidyapati was 
renowned because of his poetry. But the 
inner emotions of his heart were expressed 
in his songs:. Perhaps no poet has been able 
to equal Vidyapati in the use of metaphor 
and.simile, the selection. of words, facility 
of language, and in flights of imagination. 
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His songs are melodious, simple, and attra- 
ctive to the mind. Their subject matter is 
the love of Radha and Krsna in all its as- 
pects, assignation, Meeting, loyemaking, 
arrogance, separation, and love at first sight. 
He also wrote charmingly about Radha’s 
beauty adolescence, and youth. 


GOVINDADASA (16th-17th Century) 


was a contemporary of poet 5 He ` 


was born in village Devagram of Chatgaom 
district. He was a Kayastha of Atriya gotra, 
and was, right from childhood, of a religious 
nature. Hewas a good scholar of Sanskrit 
and had a profound knowledge of the 
Vedanta. He used Sanskrit words in large 
numbers in his writings and consequently 
his language is difficult and pedantic. His 
works are Vidya Sundara, Prema-vilasa, 
Bhaktt-Rainakava, and Bhaktamal. 


JNANADASA (16th-17th Century), was 
born in village Kandra of Virbhümi district. 
He was a contemporary of poets Govinda- 
dasa and Balaramadasa. His father was Atma- 
rama Dasa, and by caste he was a Vaidya. 
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Jfanadàsa wrote many poems, 186 of 
which are contained in the famous book 
Pad-Kalpataru. He tried to imitate the 
style of Candidasa, and to some extent 
succeeded. 7 


CITARANJANADASA (19th-20th Cen- 
tury) belonged to the Vaidya caste. He was 
born in 1870, and got his early education in 
a missionary school in Calcutta. After that 
he joined the Presidency College and took 
his B. A. degree from there. He was not a 
good student, and instead of reading the 
books prescribed for study he would read 
others which interested him. He was also 
a slave of fashion, and was called by his 
friends ‘fashionable gentleman”. After 
getting his B. A. degree he went abroad, 
and while on ship wrote a number of poems 
which were published under the title 7 
sangita (Poems of the Sea). This book 
won great applause and was the beginning 
of his literary career. On return home in 
1894 he became a barrister, though he 
wasn’t much successful in that profession. 
In 1897 he married Vasanti Devi. In 1905 
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he appeared in the Alipur bomb case and 
defended the accused free of cost. The suc- 
cess of this case advanced his career and 
he began to earn twenty or thirty thousand 
rupees a month, a fabulous sum in those 
days. He took part in the non-cooperation 
movement of 1921. 

Citaranjandása was a good poet and a 
benevolent man. He always allied himself 
with literary pursuits. For years he was 
the editor of Narayana, a monthly maga- 
zine, and even while being busy in the 
 non-cooperation movement he edited For- 
ward, an English daily. 


KRSNADHAN DE (19th-20th Century) 
was born in the prosperous village of Ajha- 
pur, in Bardwan district. His mother 
died when he was thirteen years old. He 
got his education in Calcutta and obtained 
his B.A. degree in 1919 from Ripon College. 
In 1920 he got a diploma in Ayurveda 
( Hindu medicine ) and thereafter got an 
M. A. degree in Ehglish literature. 

Krsnadhan De. began writing poetry 
when he was only eleven years old. His 
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main works are Vyathar parag and Dardi 
(poems ), Kadamphul ( short stories ). 


RAYESHEKHAR (20th Century), a 
modern poet. His poems are simple and 
striking, mainly dealng with love, and the 
meeting of lovers. 


SVARNAKUMARI DEVI ( 20th Cen- 
tury), a modern  poetes who wrote 
expressively about love and romance. Her 
language is simple but expressive. 
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